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She lectured with a pedantic air on the affairs of
daily life to Mademoiselle Irma, a poor little creature
endowed with a little voice, who had as a protector '
a gentleman "very well off/' an ex-clerk in the Cus-
tom-house, who had a rare talent for card tricks.
Rosanette used to call him "My big Loulou." Fred-
erick could no longer endure the repetition of her
stupid words, such as "Some custard," "To Chail-
lot," "One could never know," etc.; and she per-
sisted in wiping off the dust in the morning from her
trinkets with a pair of old white gloves. He was
above all disgusted by her treatment of her servant,
whose wages were constantly in arrear, and who
even lent her money. On the days when they settled
their accounts, they used to wrangle like two fish-
women; and then, on becoming reconciled, used to
embrace each other. It was a relief to him when
Madame Dambreuse's evening parties began again.
There, at any rate, he found something to amuse
him. She was well versed in the intrigues of soci-
ety, the changes of ambassadors, the personal charac-
ter of dressmakers; and, if commonplaces escaped
her lips, they did so in such a becoming fashion,
that her language might be regarded as the expres-
sion of respect for propriety or of polite irony. It
was worth while to watch the way in which, in the
midst of twenty persons chatting around her, she
would, without overlooking any of them, bring about
the answers she desired and avoid those that were
dangerous. Things of a very simple nature, when
related by her, assumed the aspect of confidences.
Her slightest smile gave rise to dreams; in short, her
charm, like the exquisite scent which she usually
carried about with her, was complex and indefinable,